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•which the precocious actress failed, at least on her first at-
tempt.
This problem of history, the mystery of the heart, the solu-
tion of which has been vainly sought by each successive gen-
eration with never-failing interest, has been divined by one
man only. Of the three dramatists, German, Italian, and
French, who have ventured to touch the lovely head with its
fatal triple crown and its still more fatal coronet of beauty,
laid low by the headsman, the first alone has proved worthy
to do so. Schiller sought in his own poetical soul, as well as
in the contradictory pages of history, the elements of the beau-
tiful being he evoked from the obscurity of past ages. He
has depicted with admirable skill the hostile meeting of the
two great female contemporaries, the contest between power
and beauty—between strength and weakness—between pos-
session and right—the fatal game in which ambition, love,
jealousy, and pride shuffled the cards, and life was the forfeit.
Political motives were but secondary incentives to the murder
of the anointed victim ; wounded self-love and irritated vanity
sharpened the axe. Schiller well knew a woman only wotild
have invented the torture of depriving her rival of a mirror.
The image it reflected was too lovely; it might prove a com-
pensation to all the rigors of fortune, and diminish the horrors
of captivity. And, again, the cool ferocity with which the
gentle Mary retaliates on her jailer, lacerating her very heart-
strings with those same light, fairy fingers of hers, more cruel
than the talons of an eagle. The mingled scorn, anger, con-
tempt, and rage, contained in her letter to Elizabeth that has
come down to us, in which she alludes to her real or supposed
malformation, infirmities, and moral defects, are summed up
with consummate skill in the magnificent scene of the third
act, when the exasperated captive, forgetful or careless that
she is in the lioness's den, iaunts the monster with her own
and her mother's iniquities. Perhaps, withal, the drama, falls
short of history here, for the reproaches that adultery reigns
over the people of England, and that hypocrisy was its sovereign,
were less offensive to the queen than was the recorded use of
ih&Jistula in the leg to the woman.
We have all admired the exquisite lines in which, poor

